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To Mr. Lewis, as Acting 
— of > Lane aps 
himſelf under fingular obligations, to 
It oy Bows week woe GUN noo 2 

more playing thoſe diſtinguiſhed Talents they un- 
queſtionably poſſeſs. 


The reader will 
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N. „ Renee eaderdle 
repreſentation. — perceive, that the idea of. 
Ninn. s's Narrative in his firſt ſcene, is borrowed from Gold- 


— — — 


PROLOGUE.* 


Written by Doe roa HovuLtros. 


Spoken by Mr. Fawcarr, ia the charafier of -. 
| guiſed as a Sailer with a Wooden-ley. 
( Speaking as be enters. } _ | 
ZOUNDS, Meſſmate Anther, if you mul have tricks, 
Make me at once a © Devil en two Sticks,” | 
Not a poos imp on ene, from home caſt out, 
Juſt like a Beggar thus—to ſtamp about. 
en 
Good folk, I pray you hear the Lubber”s ſhift, 
He fays, he does me favour by this gift, (painting ts bis - 


J 
e 
Glories to ſphice his bull with honour's wood ; 

And een Commanvyzrs in their country's cauſe, 
ny we applauſe ; 
they give the for a harder ftroke, 
wer oh CO ONS s 
Then cheer, my boys! this prayer you all will greet, 
O, may Hows meet again the Dalke Fleet f 
to j | 


Yes 


Deſcribes the cabbia of a Cogno/cexti, 
Who'll give the Crotchet Sciexce, in full ſcore, 
Such terms as Amateurs ne'er heard before; 
With whom exhibits, I ſhall hiot, my lad, 


A ſpouting Pablican, ftark ſtaring mad; 
— whe, draw one — a play, 


Than fifty cor &s from buſineſs or for pay ; 


® The lines . . 2 
. marked with inverted Commas were omitted in 


Sir, 


Lie, Sir, cried L Cuche are unconfin'd, 
And reign theo? life's. great velle} here—the m1mv. 


Brothers a-head, Inns FB maſala 
We've alt our own dear Cretchers of the brain 

Yes, Mr fs. Cares, tho” you eds true, 
nee TAIIES Ne 
And La Di1ro—but the fobion: "Nl not 5 


Had you 2 thouſand Creic bers in 
Ne er heed ic may. rece and ligke, 
_—— right ; 


D—amme, RR” 
A Sailer loves to fee you neat and trim, 
And Waif, or no af, is the ſame to him. 
You giggle, D your Crotchet from the moon, 


One faſhion ſhou'd prevail, __=_ Fair, 
» Of Baunowics 3 Albion's Hz:in ; + 


% This * Cretcher of the 
« But Grace and Honour in fair — 

e Por brave ara i claims ui asher own, 

* And hails un lincal Dau cara fear Tuzon z.“ 


No more, but for our Bard to pray, 
You'llnoc think far the Crotchers of his play: 
He now is praftifing both Gate and guaver, 
66 y 


ts the exyolld erica of th the Pines of Wain, Lies. 


CROTCHET LODGE. 


ACT 7, SCENE I. A Hall « as Inn. 


{Bell rings. 
Enter Maid meeting a Waiter. 


MAID. 
HY, Waiter, a chaiſe is just drove into 


« CROTCHET LODGE, 


5 WAITER. 

My maſter !—ha! ha—then vou muſt complain 
to him, Dolly, in Play lingo, or be'll not mind 
bre grl, ths he been —_ Rage mad, ever 

pany of ſtrollers performing 
in the old — and gives all his orders in the 
language of y — folk; and obliges his com- 
pany, as bay calls us ſervants, to aſſemble every 


day in the kitchen, to hear his ſpouting nonſenſe. 
= [B.“ 1 mg. 


MAID. 
Coming, Sir, 


WAITER, 
Fly, Dolly, fly! [ Exit Maid. 


Here ftruts the old ſpouting publican, (frowning 
like the Black Bear over his door.) 


Enter LanLosD with a very large bowl in his hand. 
LANDLORD. 

Here, Thomas, ſtep with this“ Beverage for the 

Game” 


4 WAITER. 
« Beverage for the Gods!” 
2 
Ax, carry this nettar to the company in the 
upper region. 


Blockhead, 'T mean Rep with this bowl of 
punch to the company in the gallery room, two 


pair of ſtairs, and then carry a bottle of port to the 
Gentlemen | in the __—— Box. 


O! to the gentJeman's gentleman on the box of 
he tage coach a at the door. 


12 
No, numpſkull! ihe ſtage box, O. P. that's 
. your Cue. CL 


WAITER. 


| PAS - 8 


Zounds, Sir, —l D.._. ſuch P x and Qs 
in my life! what the ducerde you mean ? N 


LANDLORD: | | 
Mean !—why, carry this wine, to be fare, to 
the 27 in the hule room with the bow win- 


Stage box !—bow 3455 !—O. «S. oppolte 


pump !—mercy upon us 
LANDLORD. 


The ſtupid ſcene ſhifter! 
| © [The Par-bell rings vielently. 

« Silence that dreadful bell! what an infernal 
noiſe, —as Othello ſays, * Shaos is come again! 


| WAITER. 
Chaiſe horſe !—yes, Sir, old founder'd Dobbin 


is juſt led home by the oftler. 
| | [ Exit waiter. 
« Off with his 3 = 1 for Dobbin !” 
| | [Bell rings. 


The curſed clapper of that bell is, if poſſible, 
worſe than even that of my wife. III _ —_— 
walk awhile.” | 


Enter LanDt * 


LANDLADY. 
Walk - the man's mad — * * 0 


(Muſing) ſuppoſe 1 I thould | become a _—_—_ 
in London, — character ſhall I play in the Mer- 


chant of Vent 
| LANDLADY. 
The [ew booking gentleman in the 


been ing this half hour for pork chops 
NDLORD. 
Ay, Shylock, me Jew, thou ſhalt be my debut. 
B 2 


LANDLADY., 


CROTEHET LODGE, 
_ Lanpeaby. 


4 
I your bun! 


Innocent ſoul !—-ſhe knows nothing, and t 
00 won 
de learn” | hs. 


| LANDLADY. 
Why don't you ſtir !—the fat lady who came in 
" the flage, has juſt fainted away for want of the 
brandy the ordered. 0 
Enter Warr. 


+» LANDLORD. 
| The ſtage !— Run, Scrub, for any cordial water” 
"2Y Lin an effeminate voice. 


| W. 
I am no Scrub, Sir! 


"Tis brandy, 1 tell the lady wants. 


, LANDLORD. 
« Fill charge them high with brandy !” 


{ Sings. 


Aleveller !—* angels and miniſters of grace de- 
fend us 


LANDLADY. 
| Yes, aleveller,—for the cook did but juſt place 
the round of corned beef in the kitchen window, 
and from the yard be lowered it down to the edge 
of the diſh in five minutes 

lo @ large carving bnife. 


LANDLORD, 


A FARCE. s 


LANDLORD. 
as — Wd 


 No—tia the very knife be levelled the beef with, 
ama. 


I chace the villain lain throogh the world.” 
[ Exit. 


LAWNDLADY. 
Hunt him from about our houſe, and it will be 
ſufficient. | 
Exit. 
| Room bell rings. 


Enter Dan. 
DASHLEY. 


This is the ſtrangeſt inn I ever 8 
We 
[4 great neiſe witbant. 
Zounds !—the whole poſſe are coming at once. 


Enter LanvLonp and jervants in Nins 
dreſſed r 


2 

nnn 

That I wil-and my leſt too, if you don't looſe 
your grapples fr W 

Hey day e, the caue ofthis ourage? 


6 CROTCHET LODGE, 


DASHLEY. 


The man 1 ipped the rudder of his un- 
I AY Sir, this Benne fellow 
mean, » » 
has juſt low borne down on, and vi et arms, aſſailed, 
cs, and devoured, certain proviſions, the 


chattels and property of me, Timothy 
Truncheon,—but, © by holy Paul! Ho 
DASBHLEY. 
Patience 
1 LANDLORD. 


Patience !—** a to the winds!” 
What do you ſay to his charge, friend ? 


NIMBLE. 


I have no objeftion to his charge, your honour, 
fo he brings me no bill. 


DASHLEY. 
Give me an account of yourſelf— here was you 


born? 
far north. 
* LANDLORD. 


% What does he in the north, when he ſhould 
ſerve his fovereign in the welt?“ | 


DASHLEY. 
In what place? 


| NIMBLE. 
Newecaſtte, in old England. 
DASHLEY. 


— 


People of e 'made ſome noiſe inthe 
world, I aflure you. 


Noiſe. 


NIMBLE, 


DASHLEY. 


NIMBLE. 


A FARCE. * 7 


Yes, your honour, for my father was a tinker, 
and my mother ſung ballads; but both dying, 1 
was {ent the pariſh work-houſe, where my maſter, 
inſtead of letting me hammer my brains over a 
born book, kept me cloſe to beating hemp. 


| LANDLORD. | 
Would he had placed it round your neck! 


Damme, if I had you at the gangway, but I'd 
place a round dozen on your back. 
DASHLEY. 
Never mind him, friend—the landlord means 
no harm—he is a dealer in ſcraps of plays, 
| LANDLORD... 
« A king of ſhreds and patches?” 
D4 SHLEY. 
Go on, Friend, — D hemp was a hard taſk. 
[MBLE. | 
Quite eafy—I only laboured twelve hours in the 
day, had my board for nothing, beſides a board 


to he on. 


LANDLORD. 
Yes, and you thought to have had your board 
here too, for nothing, © bale beef-cater.” 
NIMBLE. 


I was then buund apprentice to a blackſmith. 
O, the Cyclops!” 


DASHLEY. 
That was worſe and worle ! 


NIMBLE. 

No better and better—the heat of the forge kept 
me warm. I wanted no clothes even in wiater, 
and on a Sunday I had my liberty. 


| DASHLEY. 
That was a 1 


l 
NIMBLE. 1 
A very great misfortune; for one Sunda 


afſemblein Parliament, to make laws about bares 
and —— to be laugbed at ?—Abo- 
minable !) 

Tried at the feflions, convicted of not being 
worth 200 pounds a year, and ſent up to Newgate 
to be tranſported. | | 

DASHLEY. 
That was truly dilt ! | 
Not in the leaſt. I ate, drank, and did no- 


I 
— 
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ſhould wiſhto return 10 cd 7 where I had 
ſpent the former part of my life fo very comfort- 


P DASHUEY. 
Then your wiſh was 


Much i ; for, on moms 
DASHLEY. | 


a juſtice. 
Cruel! 
NIMBLE. . 

Very kind; for he let me enter for a foldier— 
1 loſt the comrade of this leg at the fiege of Calvi. 
LANDLORD. 

(Come to my arms, thou Prince of Heroes 
| NIMBLE. 

Zounds — tell you, you are mad) I was then, 
. to be ſent 


DASHLEY. 


Poor fellow ! 
Rich rogue! for I had all my pay in my pocket. 
LANDLORD. 
I'm now not worth fifty ducats in the world ! 
What > confounded falſchood ! p- 1... re- 
cewe guineas this morning at * 
any 7 ul 
ing your whole pay in your pocket 
was lucky. | 
by a French frigate—The Monficurs took my 
money, * 


Your hav 


LANDLORD, 


— 


A 
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rr 
Your cauſe was fingulas. . - 
. AY 
Not at all; for my companions were in the 


fame ficugmon. 


NIMBLE. 
Quite the ceverſe !—for the was | 
on the conail of Cornwall, and I was 
ſhore, vlmolt frozen to death, and flarved with 5 


an. 


landlord's larder, make my bow to 
— hope you will exiable — 
ſucceſs to the Britiſ arms. 


DASHLEY. 
What a happy dilpolitien ! bere, friend, gre 
my thanks for your narrative ¶ gives h money ] 
wnich will at leaſt remove your preſent difficy!:jcs. 
Landlord, you need not wait. | 


[Name tales off the beg. 

1 your Highnels's pleaſure -I mean, 
coming, Sir. | 
NIMBLE. AR. 

The ſame creature I ever knew him; 


to adminiſter to the ſupposed wants 
of others, though now deſtitute of the means to 
anſwer the real claims of his own. A 
firikes me, which i'll communicate to hi 
firſt 1'l whet my imagination—bere, Waiter ! 
Enter WAIT. 
Your bill, a bottle, and change for a new guinea ; 
WAITER. 
Wine! 
NIMBLE. 
Yes, wine. I am naturally warm, felloy, and 
water don't agree with me. 
WAITER. 
Fellow! you make very free ! 


I ſhall make ſtill freer, raſcal, and kick 
down the cellar ſtaira, if you don't inflandly 


: 
-. 


NIMPLE, 
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. -Indeed but you ſhall. $1 
AITER, 


W 
Confound me if I do. 
— NMIMBLE. 


You won't ? 
4 ; WAITER, 
No, I wont. 
, NIMBLE, 
Then In make you—take that and that! 
[ Kicks the Waiter with his wooden leg, which falls of, 
. te ſtill follows the Waiter Seems much amazed. 
WAITER. 
©, Lord, I'm contending with the devil; mur- 


Enter Dasut zr. 
DASHLEY. 


Sdeath, what new cauſe of alarm!) 

(Sing Niki) Hey day! friend, you have fud- 
2 1e * vou 
denly recovered you loſt leg from Calvi. This 
fellow's an impudent impoſtor ? 
* NIMBLE. 

I admit the 1 but deny the impoſtor- 
ſhip—1 only have done, what I believe, Sir, you 
yourſelf would have no abjeftion to do. 
; DASHLEY. 
pray, my pretty gentleman, what may that 


And 


be? 


4 To ſell your own timber [ pointing lo the wooden 
= _— = 
think it wi your fate to ſwing on v 
fare long. Here, Waiter, ſtep for a conſtable. 
NIX II. 


For heaven's Mr. Daſhley, have patience 
a moment, I have lomething that nearly concerns 


your intereſt, to communicate. — 
DASELEY, 


Perfely (pulls off kas wng.) 3 
DASHLEY. 
, Nimble, my old faithful valet de chambee 
DASHLEY. 
Why this diſguiſe ? | 
NIMBLE. 
Like the reſt of mankind, to obtain the objed 
of my wiſhes—mine at preſent is matrimony. 
You have choſen a range wedding ſuit. 
"Tis to auit a ſtrange wedding. Briefly then, Sir, 


fince your neceſſities obliged you to your 
own coat, r Wales, where I intro- 
duced myſelf to a young Cambro Squire, rough 
as a goat, and uncultivated as his own native moun- 
tains. 


DASHLEY. 
And you have been the leader of this hopeful 
ſheep, I ſuppoſe ? 
NIMBLE. 
Yes, I was his bel-weather. His father, and 


thatof a young lady, refolved to unite eflates 
the 6 
but the both dying ſoon afier, the 


years, 


DASHLEY. 


"I CROTCHET LODGE, 


2 1 
e bes 


A 
anold maiden ame—who fives hard by here.—The 


brought up by 


Welchman is expefied moment 
2 the Gout Door. * * 


Gout Door! N 


: NIMBLE. 
Yes, Sir ; the well known k, who has 
he] to recommend his noſt rum for the 
the gout, at the very time he is himſelf a 
r to it—This incurable curer is soon looked 
for town, to witneſs the union of his nephew 
with the rich young beireſs. 


DASHLEY. 
An heireſs ! 
Worth at leaſt ty thouſrnd pounds ! fo, hav- 


ing a particular fri for the young man, I 
intend doing bim the honour of becoming of 
his family. PR 
How ? | 
NIMBLE. 


By marrying the aunt at the ſame time, be is 
united to the niece. 


Indeed ! 


Upon my \ : For which propob: 1 potted * 
here ;>by means of this habe gue he neceſſary 
intelligence, and intend meeting Skiken Ap 
Loyd in the charafter of his uncle (whom 
he never ſaw] and as fuch, viſit the ladies with 
him, NTT CRANE 

DASULEY. 


la, poſleſſes 

fifter art— To the former, my doftorſhip can in- 
troduce you, if you pleaſe, as a cogno- 
ſcenti ; to the laiter as an amateur in painting. 

| | DASHLZEV. | 
You muſtexcuſe me—my neceſſities ſhall never 
induce me to degrade the charaQter of a genile - 
man 


Enter LawtvLonn, 


Laut ond. | 
Is be ? Then he ſhall cut the beef again a log, 


* 1 * — * 
* an 


O, the ſcene of ation is not far diſtant. 


LANDLORD. _ , 

Then for the dreſſing · room © with what appeute 
you may.” 

(But zounds! where's my leg all this time ? 
Which of them ? for you ſeem to have three. 
NIMBLE. 

O, here it is. | 

| . LANDLORD. 

What, this a theatrical frolick too, eh? [fates 
it up. 

NIMBLE. 

You are right, and heartily welcome to the limb 
. Place it among your other ſtage 
properties ; gratitude obliges me to requeſt 
you'll take parti care of my old wooden friend, 
to whom I have been ſo much indebted for my 
ſupport.) 


(Exit Nimble. 
Now ſ. ſoliloquy 

ow ſor . 
Were = ye fair but cautious”—{bell rings] 


coming ! coming ! 


—_— 7” 
D | Scene, 
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Enter Pan dr Of'Swaucunacy dad, We. [ig] 

rar.. . 

Help! help! Tonder a nouns, is there no liv. 

ing ul in the houſe dead or alive ? (= 
_ Enter Lanna - | 

' Arrah, my jewel, belp! or my poor maſter vill 

— —— 


4 LANDLADY. 
Your maſter—who is he, friend ? 
: PaDDY. 
Squire Shenkin O'Llayd of 1 Hol. 
near Peamacmavs, in Wales — He is 
from all the O Jones s, O'Evans's, O'Thomas's, 


PADDY. | | 

O'Wilkins's, O'Edwards's, O'Shenkias's, 
O'Floyss, O'Wynns's, O'Glynn's, O'Morrice's, 
Ori, O'Davis's, O'Owen's, O-— Murder. 


And you are 


4 : LANDLADY. 
And you are the tail of it, 1 ſuppoſe ?- 


M ha, ba! what could induce a Welch gen- 
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tleman to take ſuch an Iriſh blunderer for his ſer- 
vant ? | * 
PADDY. - WT 
Me. you mean ? 
ith, honey, you are blundering 4 
{IF if you think fo—for hes contin Keak- 
wards, my dear, and you'll find that the tail of a 
family, as you call it, always ſtands fir that no 


bull I believe.) | 


LANDLADY. 
But where is your maſter ? 


PADDY. 
Upon my foul, honey, I had forgot him«ahe 


n _ 
road as you would wiſh to clap your two 
looking eyes upon. 


plump againſt a fweet crenture e 
horſeback, and fuſe they both fell bas the 


my peer devil et © fell undermaſt 
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PADDY. 
A chaiſe and four! upon my foul, honey, the 
place is fo near, — decker” noſes will be over 
A 


(Aral events dea clear ve ſhillings for putting 
to. Laſide. 
an * 

Arrab, my » you may fave 
2 

LANDLADY. 
Madam Florella and her aunt, Miſs Caroline 


Crochet, asl live ! 
bir [ Exit. 
Enter Lanpionp, fhewing in company. 


Here's company—* more lights, ye knaves, and 
turn the tables.” * 
Enter DasnLzy, Lanntapy, Ge. leading in Fro- 
RELLA azd Mis Caorcuzr. 


Chairs inflantly—pleaſe to. be ſeated, ladies— 
1 hope, Madam, you have fultained no material 
qury 


No, Sir; the only Wl effes I feel ariſe from the 


Youked bees "Madam, take a thimble-full of 
ſomething comforable to revive your ſpirits. 


A N pleaſe. 


ru ue your — What dye call- em, 
for hd ———_— have nearly Giſeord the 
harmonicals 
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harmonacals of my clog hy em — (takes a glaſs). 


« There's poiſon ihe © cup” (Landlady flops him 
me MISS CROTCHET. 


Latest 1 fallen too. 
Enter Sxix x EN, with his cloathes dirty. 


SHINKEN. 
Put as Cot is here life, hur ſhould have ſuffert 
much more—an't by this time have ſhook hants 
with hur anceſtors in the other 'orid. Here, 


Waiter, pring hur ol . 


Florella, why * 
a dolce maunti "Ale for hi 
from the coxfris of thy accid 42 


I am truly ſenſible, aunt, aunt, of the s 
polite attention in — me from the awkward 
Gtuation in which I felt mytelf. 

| MISS CROTCHET. 

Awkward indeed, child ! Had you been a leſs 
principal performer 'in the tumbling it 
would have afforded a fine ſtudy from nature, for 
your own pencil—the wanton wind ſported ſo ad 
rippitum with your drapery. 

FLORELLA. 

Indeed, aunt, you bring my figure nl 
on the canvas, and your colouring is fo high, that 
you make me bluſh. | 

DASHLEY. 


I ought rather to bluſh, Ma'am, for not having 
flown to your affiſtance time n IPOs 
your loſing your ſeat. _ 
© MISS CROTCHET. 


A fine-ale to your compliments. 


gue to reſcue you 


LANDLORD. 


Her huſband ! heaven forbid ! (aſide.) 
SHINKEN. 

Pleſs bur foul ! and hur poty, hur has cot the 
worſt of the miſchance, miſhap, and misfortune, 
without coming in for even a morſel or mite of 
the pity. 


Enter Pappy. 


PADDY. 
The chaiſe and four is waiting at the door to 
carry back the ladies out of the mud, 


LANDLORD. 
« Adownright Teague by this light 1” 


The tevil and his tam, you knave ! a chaiſe and 
four ! who coult orter it ? 


PADDY, 
The good foul of the inn. 
SHINKEN. 
Then let the coot foul of the inn pay hurſelf out 
of hur own pocket, look you now. 
* DASHLEY. 
Give me leave to ſettle that matter. 
Sir—M Ski ken Ap Lloyd, let 
By no means, Sir—Mr. Sbinken Ap 
your ſervant lead our borſes round, while we walk 
and raxte, and you accompany us through the 
grove ts Crotchet Lodge, in a true largo move- 
- morning to you, Sir. (o Daffiley) come, 


SHINKEN., 


What a creature have my parents ſelefied for 


Was ever ſucn a n 


—_— Why can't the bendeman there, ſquire 


prite, that is to be, — 2 
Waden barlfa Kale comſortable bere—vill ygu 
be fo kit. Sir ? 


MM. ew & 1 Se—you may rely upon my 


Surely you cannot be ſo weak as to ſuffer — 


SHINKEM. 
No—no— bur tont fint hurſelf much burt—bur 
ſuſfering will ſoon pe over—lean on the ſhentle- 


wand aim, prite. 


Do me the honour idle: ladies, to follow the 
tleman's advice. _ 


DASHLEY, 
Dalkley at your DE. 
SHINKEN 


CROTCHET LODGE, 

SHINKEN. 
then, Mr. Taſhley, hur will do as much 
the firſt time bur fints you going to be 
flung in the tirt, and uret with a long 


4 
Why 
you, 


for 


Journey. 


I would not give a 
ſhall for the fu- 


onl 

ten bands and an inch high, carries me 33 
fant ?—And though be trots rather rough on the 
flones, yet his little feet trip over the turf, like Dr. 
Dumplin's fingers over the keys 


DASHLEY. 

This way, ladies, if you pleaſe. 

Coot py—take care of the omen Here, Patty, 

has the-tevil tont you pring hur travelling poot- 

jack and hur portable ſhaving tackle ? why, Patty, 
you blockheat ! 

Exit Daſhley, and Ladies ; Shinken, and P addy on 

the oppoſite fide. 


1 LANDLORD. h 
Now there's a clear ftage and I may proceed un- 


interrupted with my ſoliloquy. 

Were you, ye fair, but cautious (bell rings) 
but cautions—(bel/ rings) whom ye truſt. | 
3 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


of a harpſicord.) 


| 
; 
: 


232 — 


what's to pay. 
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ACT 11, SCENE I. The Kitchen of the Inn. 


* Nr 


ANDLORD fam 
Ha, ha, ba! 


SERVANTS. 
_ « Moſt potent, grave and reverend Sign 
Deere 


SERVANTS. 


We do—ve do. 
LANDLORD. 


« That I have ta'en this 
ter It is moſt whe” > 
| devil it is! taken daughter * 1 
The it is 
you muſt be a black indeed * 1 f 
Silence, I fay—* True, I have married ber.“ 
BOOTS. 
Worſe and worſe! ecod, Maifter Truncheon, 
II tell miſtreſs what you fay. | 
LANDLORD. 


Fat Margery, that curſed old Boots's mouth. 
wy, © low pow me quiz hee 
was I ?-Oh 


* Rude am I in ſpeech.” 
Enter Dor. 


BOY. | 
The farmers in the front parlour wang to know 


old man's daugh- 


CROTGHEAT -LQDCE, 


#6 


Sir, Sift + 7 
E 
, a 7 ag of 1 

Lune e poor tender foul, 1 have 


twuched ber fine feelings! ſee, how ſhe melts! 
_,. her mouth—that guz 
zling always keeps the ale before — 
?: Ah! Mr, Nimule ſull daeſt! “ here 


David! call me Doflor, ew, or P11 make 
er et | 
| {Hiking of bir fc 


LANDLORD. 
| Egad, that would be Bling like a Doflor indeed. 
But remember your promiſe It am to have. a 


peep bebind the curtain,” al night. 
NIMBLE. 


4 15 i L Ne Berg in the — oo 


Ab! you have doubtleſs had my 
our in a 
W _ _ 


tt: + - * * I 


NIMBLE. 


«TY 
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E <wrrart in ne wild = 


15 you way at the Bottom, of the fea. 105 

a « Give me leave—here hes the mater=-good ; 

here ſtands the the man go to this 

2 * 

Damme, hang po- well you 1 am in a 
violent burry. ae SY 

ee and ont E eu ug hs 

| Now for the muſical Mis Crotcher! Ha, ha, ha! 

for a lover, to be 


Enter SHISKEX. | 
So, ſcoundrel you are ere re bere 1 find before e. 


Arne. 
Bnter the Launtoan, (a „ 


Io the Lodge! 
now, Hal ?”—So, the 
aſter al—*® Princes to ge 


the ſwelling ſcene.” —egad, I'M make among 
them before the night — 


Chronic. 
That's my name. 
I know it is, till the. Comedy's over Cad. 


— — Ra 
im 


But where is your companion ? 


My crutch I — —— he means, _ 


1 4o—1 do—1 B rs called ber- 
CHROWIC. 


/ 
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-LAKDBLORD. 
| I thought had deen'90 your to 
e wi wy Mis 
wem 
— Fim going too! order 
me a poltebaile direBly. 
- Foll-haiſe | would not tant be more in cha 
CHRONIC. 


4 
LANDLORD. 
| Yes; 2s you would ten ride like Theſpis him- 
ſelf. * What ho! m to the 
beer - car. | 


Hed 1 wy carbine E Fa blow your brain 
_— — | 

""Knave ! . 

nr 


a  ERROMIC. 
(Soul! * LANDLORD. | | 
Tes; and youll fay Fm a good foul, by and 
for I am x ou ſhall make a tri- 


aomphbant into Crotchet Lodge, like Alex- 
0 

ä CHRONIC. 
order a chaiſe to the door, 
you ſhall male your exit, like a 


| luke ſcoundre], Le 


CHRONIC. 


-A FARGE-,.., 
| CHRONIC. 
| Neil yep enyi.. | * Im dee 
Yes, 1 N. fe you rele 
CHRONIC. 


- Prafftice, he means. | | H 


LANDLORD. 
OT”. _-. are „ 
1 


I'm glad of it; ab? 1'alvays thought you ves 
an old ſtager. K 
fager! no—The fellow takes me for . 
Mounebank, ri qui is houſe dire. 

[ Exit hobbing. 


fo faſt as IU 
for a 


Ha ! Gone ! « You 12 
purſue. A horſe ! a horſe ! my 
horſe r 


| Exit running. 
Scens II. Au apartment in Crate het Lodge. 


Enter i. a e x Crparonic, 


This way, Sir—My lad lady is dreffing at pre- 
ere 
NIMBLE., 


| Tm old enough, Sir, not to tell wy age. 
NIMBLE. 

And as ſmart, my dear, as you are pretty. 

I ſorry I can't return the compliment. 


THISBE. 
301 Lord, Sir! 22 —— 


Then IU commence ſmuggler ir — 

2228 immediately 
MUSICAL DIALOGUE. 

Pray, Sir, forbear, nor dare intrude, 

Sach hobbling ſwains ſhould ne'er be rude ; 

To kiſs a maid, kiſs a maid js ps, paw; 

Te Ri a maid, kiſs a maid, Sir, is pa, paw. 


11111. 


A FARCE. 
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Thoſe ſparklers tel you're no furh prode, | 

Pray then kiſ a me, kiſs = me—nope; paw, 

Pray then kils & me, kiis a m- won'twpe, paw. 
THISBE. * 


Dear, how my little heart does beat! 
Pit a pat, pit a pat, pat—O law! 
Pit, pit a pat, a pit u pat, = pat—O law? 
NIMBLE. 
Feel. ſo does mine—it is ycur's to grezt, 
Wb a pit a pat, a.pit u pat, a pat. Ol 
With a pt a pet. a pit a pat, a pat, O law! 
THERE. 
Dear me, begone | II cream, I vow, 
A faotfiep, hark, I hear it now 3 
A lack-a-day, a lack-a-day, you ftan't, pfhaw | 
A-lack- a-day; a-lack-a-day, you ſhall not, plhaw! 


NIMBLE. 
With wy lack-a-day, lack-a-day, pray do, phaw l 
Wah any leck-o-day, ell-a-tay, I pry do, phaw ! ® 
(She ſerrams, and running out meets D.a$HLE  , tubs catches 
ber in is arms and tits her as ſhe _y 


(Ah! Nimble in this difguiſe—my dear fallow, 
I am fo happy. 
NIMBLE. 
At baving robbed me of the ſweets of the girl's 
lips, I ſuppoſe. 
DASHLEY. | 
No, faith ; but at my favourable reception here. 
The old lady inſilts on my Itaying io a concert this 
evening, an her lovely niece has given we prov 


® The above words 22 lf Air 
as remarkable tor irs — — 2 w imbeallity. 0 reader 
wu, therefece, pardon their want of postical merit. 


IP CROTCHET LODGE, 
broad hints of her averſion to the intended ma- 


Ah ! bur coot frien—bor prought the laties 
ſaſe home, hur fints ; hur juſt met hur intentet 
prite; bur ſeems much beholden to you—an't 


truly fo am I. | 
Nor im the lealt, 0. 
SHINKEN. 


. I beſcecht, in- 
ele en your coming 


Twill vill inftaacty—Thiis beyond my bopes, 
( * 


What a conteſcenfion and affapility for ſo fery 
1 
Yes, he always took aker we. 


I darefay bur will Jomebow conttive to pring 
gp 


"| That be vill—IV anſwer for bim.) 


_ Enter 


A FARCE. 


3 , 


Enter FovrTM an. 


in the drawing- room. | 


SHINKEN. 
(And hur will co fee what cattle they have cot in 
the Hur is tolt the horſes names are all 
plac d in the ſtalls, like thoſe of the Knight's in King 
Edward's chapel in Weſtminſter Appy.) | 


NIMBLE. . 

Now for my tender lambkin! If ſhe is not = 
ſo young and handſome as Mr. Daſhley —l 
at leaſt the conſolation to know that her fleece is 


SCENE II. An elegant Drawing-room. 


with 


Miß Caorcnzr dreſt, and ſeated on 6 
ns Mfc in her hand, a hary near her, Tu 
MISS CROTCHET. 
Is Signor Taffini come ? 
WW 


| THISBE. | 
O! old Taffy, the blind harper —He is below, 
* playing ** Rule Britannia to the maids in 
Alben beteldds prevented from taking 
. 4 Lam — 
2 leſſon, but that I ſhall want him to perform in 
my orcheſter this evening. * 
| THISBE. 

Yes, Ma'am. | 1 
* 3 _ M1S8 CROTCHET, 


Desire Daniel, the groom, to get the cracked 
Freie horr foldered ; and Peter, the coachman, 


have a new ſounding poſt put to his c- 


 THISBE, 
I wil, Madan, | 

MISS CHOTCHET. 
Let ſome one inform the wild-beaſt man that l 
ſhall want a /o/us on his trumpet, between the 
afts, and likewiſe to accompany me in the “ Sol- 
dier Tired.” | bums a part 6, it.] | 

THISBE. 


MISS CROTCHET. 
Aud let his one-armed fon alſo attend, to beat 
the double drum. 
Lait Thiſbe 


_ I] ami reſolved to give the DoQtor and his friend 
a ſpecimen of my ſcientific taſte, which cannot fail 
to enrapture their muſical ears, as the Poet fays, 
with * long cords of ſweet ſounds.” 


Enter Trrspe and NiMBLE. 
THISBE. 


The gentleman, Madam. 


MISS CROTCHET. 
Dogor Chronic, I am happy to ſee you at 


Crotchet Lodge, the harmonic feat of the muſes. 


NIMBLE. 


The happineſs is mine, Madam. 
MISS CROTCHET. 


| e you wilFexcuſe the diſorder in which you 
and me was juſt caſting my eye over the icore 
of a few notes of my 


— Notes! 1 ſhould pooker 6 fingle one w 


ith the 
. ſterling 


A FARCE. 37 
ferling name of Abraham Newland, to a waggon 
load of them.) [Afide. ] 


M1SS CROTCHET. 
Would you chale a le refreſhwens, Sir, aſter 


Ab! you wicked linle devil !—{afide to Thifte, 


65 ſhe exits. 
MISS CROTCHET. 
Pray, Sir, be ſeated. 
NIMBLE. 


Ukidie he tation of be as your 
Lady ſhip, Miſs Florella is doubtleſs, a capital mu- 


ſician. 


MISS CROTCHET. 
| Quite che reverth, fy: in point of muſic, ſhe 
a perſe& natural. She does not know E flat 


MISS CROTCHET. 
So I often tell her—If you muſt exerciſe your 


pencil, ſays I, why don't you paint me the cha- 
rfer of . Gee, 10 place iv the from of our 
organ 


br. 


You play, I preſume, DoRtor, on my in- 
ment.—( Pois to her har.) 


NIMBLE. 
— 
MISS CROTCHET. 

29 1 am certain by that ccn- 


— face 
NIMPBLE. 
Really Miſs you over rate my abilities. 


MISS CARAUOTCHET, 


You are too modeſt—come you muſt warble & 


me one liule tender air. 
NIMBLE. 


What ſhall I do, egad I'll try, any curſed nonſenſe 
will paſs current with her her, {gfe 


A SONG. * 

There was a little Woman as I've heard tell, 
Fal de ral, lal, 1.1, Jal, de dee, 
She went to the market her Eggs for to ſell, Fal de ral, &c. 
ho wane to Ge market all 0s 3 market dap, Fal lal dee, &c. 

Fal, de ral, &c 
And the fell aſleep on the king's highway, Pal de lal, &c. 
There came by a Pedlar whoſe name it was Stout, 
Aud be cut ter pet:ycoats all round about, Fal de ral, &c. 
He gut her pettycoats up ta her knees, Fal lal dee, &c. 
Til ti is poor hitle Woman's knees began to freeze, 

Fal de ral, &c. 


When this little Woman began to awake, Pal de ral, &c. 

She began ta ſhiyer, and ſhe began to ſhake, Fal de ral, &c. 
She begay to ſhake, and ſhe began to cry, Fal lal dee, &c. 
Lord ha” mercy on J. * Fal de ral, &c. * 


® The above eee 
pr. ſeotatzes of — Farce, the great jucceſs it met with will, 
it is 2oped, apologize for its ĩnſei don here. 
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lde I, as | ſuppoſe | be, Pal de ral. &c. 
I've got a little Dog at home, and he knows me, Pal lal den, &c. 
If I be I, be'll wag his lirtle tail, Pal de ral, &c. 
Bat if it be not I. he will bark and rail, Fal lal dee, &c. 


Heme went this little Woman, all in the dark, Fal de ral, be. 
Up ftarrs the little Dog, and began to bark, Pal de ral, &c. 
Hs began to back, and ſhe begae to cry, Fal lal dee, &c. 
Lord ha“ mercy on I, this is none of I, Fal lal, de ral. &. 


MISS CROTCHET. 
Bravo, bravo—poſſitively you muſt favour me 
with a copy of that ſublime compoſition. 


| NIMBLE. 

I could have done when a young 
man, e bigh medical fame, I was 
obliged to ſacrifice all my muſical acquirements. 

Enter 'Ta1:BE with Chocolate, which ſhe hands. 

| MISS CROTCHET. 

The world is no ſtranger to Doftor Chronic's 
ſucceſsful practice. 

DT 


Succeſsful! amazing! Why, Miſs, (my hall-is 
decorated with caſt crutches, like the Holy Well 
in Wales. I had lately the fat Mr. Alderman Chalk- 
- one under my care, when he was given over by 
the whole College of Phyſicians. | 
| MISS CROTCHET. 

I thought, Doftor Chronic, that the faculty 
never gave over any one till the fees expire. 
NIMBLE. 
O yes,” Miſs, in deſperate caſes it is politic to 
give, up and take leave of patients, to avoid their 
_ expiring before the fees) -I radically cured Alder- 


_— | 
man Chalkſtone, when he had neither a toe to ſtand 
„ on, 
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on, nor a finger to hold a cup.—{ Toying with Rabe 
— . 
(O heavens ! my beſt Deeſden ſets.) . 


NIMBLE. 


What a curſed twinge! 1 beg ten thouſand par- 
Liebing up the preces as if in pain. 


THIS&E. 


(Can I help you, Sir ? 
NIMBLE. 
* you fly lutle baggage, you ?—{ Ogling 


| THISBE, 
To another cup of chocolate, Sir, [archly. 


In ſhort, Miſs, I — — IP" the Alder- 
man, that in a few days afterwards he made one 
in a Scotch reel at tne city ball. 


_[ imitating the ſep. 
— !- i—ka, ha, ha!) 


(Tenderly) Ab ! Miks, "wiſh you had the gout 
nevery ont with ol ny foul! 
Really 1 ammoch obl d to you! 


Not in the leaſt, Miſs ; becauſe I ſhould then 


have an opportunity of proving my tender regard 
in effefQling, by watchful attention and great ſkill, 


a ſpeedy cure. 
(How, Doftor? 


By alminiftering wy in infallible ſpecific. 


| A FARCE 4% 
| ov 1 6 WB = 


— 
re 2 


and would — | 
O, dear Doge, 1 


(ni, 1'l be 1 — Tho 
my pathon 1s — ot the — 
MISS CRQTCHET. 


o dens, Sir! 


- This for - 
hn night! O, for — we wo 


222 vie he; 1 can't get from kim, 


(I cannot a 
to. fo fadder « fammons, at lat before the day 


4d CROTCHET LODGE, 


7 - . 
_ 1 muſt ſeal my 


to which your eyes 
alne," oh "har" g pair of pouting Tips, 


Not fpr the world, my dear Dosdor, till aher 
the clerical over-tower.) 


wah "7 endeavouring to bis 


n organ of ſpeech is ſtopt. 

* eee 
. own curſed 

— 1 er voy 


lod! what ſhall I do? 1 wiſh I was bid any 


where. 


NIMBLE. 
mana . 


ſhould 1 be r! > blame, 


Ee col, * 


' Ordinaty T 
my dear Noam, Tl phos 


* 


indeed! Nor for en 
after the clerical over-tower, 


_ W1ss caotcEBy, 


ſhame, Ma am! you aretos 


e — 0, 


8 


ſuch 
Madam! ary. - 
think of day that accom- 
es the union of 58 . 
ans indeed 1) | 1 


Was ever any — 22 
In never keep a bandlome maid again, 


dical. 
_ Enter De Cunonic. 


I have at length got rid of the : crazy Landlord ; 
my nephew, Shinken, I find, is arrived before 
me; fo ches we ( ſoon have the wedding com- 
[preſume Mifs Cretchet] Miſs Croechet, 


I amazed, Daftor Chronic, you have 
the efrontery to look mein the face, | _ 


L why zookers! this falutationis almoſt 
LOL. buſkine” at the inn. 


2. | 


Pyranpys, thas 
n * 9 pour Nie. 
f Zounds, TeT tell me bye and 1 
ſuppoſe, I have ſome languiffng Heroin z 
RA have ſwam: dere from London, 
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* 


the 
ſcene of attion— Ah! Miſs Florella daubing the 
new ſcenery and decorations, I ſuppoſe. 
FLORELLA. 
The whole contour of his 


Rag Oe > taper 


Zookers ! ſhe caught a peep at me, perhaps. 


FLORELLA, 


| A FARCE. | 
— — 
louder myſelf. 


Yet I deſpair of — the tender look with 
which he viewed me at our all parting. 


She is intent upon her ſtudy. By all that's 
bappy, my portrait ! I'll fleal unobſerved behind 


the Eaſel. 
[ Steps fofthy behind the Lil. 
LANDLORD. 
Ha! ha! 1 ee you the”; —_ aud & js way 
r good afting. 
Had I the pencil 


1 find I ſhould be i 


Dazniur profents bis face by the Side of the Pine. 


Gracious Heaven ! 1 
= 


With pride 1 


r 


— — 
[ Exennt. 


come two 1 de performers —** Buz—bua !” 
I muſt pack myſelf once more in my hamper. 
tan. beltind the lay-Sigure again.) 

Enter Mifs Caorcunr, followed K 


MISS CROTCHET. 
1 not liſten to a 


_— the Italien Hand- all, 
or compoſed kke che German Mark- Caſey. 
5 Fooruax. 
Dottor Chronic, Nada. begs to have the ho- 
nour of another interview with you. 
MISS CROTCHET. 
Blockhead ! don't you ſee that Doftor Chronic 
is preſent ? 
NIMBLE, I 


Here's a fine ſtorm biewing ! 
FODTNAN. 

 Dotter Chranic is , Madam. 

'DoBior Chronic is within, Madam. 


MISS CROTCWET. 
WIA is all this? Shew the Cemleman here. 
) { Exit Footman. 
NEWS. 
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— Nest. | 4 | 
| Charming creature! beware of an impoftor.— 
The Chronics, it muſt be conſeſſed, are very gu- 
merous amongſt the faculty But for Doctor Chro- 
nie, of immortal fame, ecce homo / 

[ Sermes abcut. 


Futer Doctor Cu tos ic end Sul zt. 


and the Doe ros at each ber, ng their 
— . noſts. e 


inks there are two Richitionds 
« Methinks there are two in the 
field to-day.” 
MISS CROTCHET. | 
Bleſs me ! they are as like each other as two 
Simme-braves. Mr. Shinken, which of the two 
Doors is your uncle? 
SHINKEN. 
As cot is hur life, hur is not aple to ſay, tell, 
, or tecite, look you now. 
CHRONIC, [ Srandifling bis cane. } 
You graceleſs Varlet. Ill convince you I am he: 
NIMBLE, [ bis cane. ] 
You unnatural young rogue, I'll ſoon beat it 
into your head, that I agp your uncle. 
Pleſs hur, and fave hur, and tefent hur! hur 
ſhall have hur prains peat out on both fides by 
hus own fleſh and ploot. 


Nins aud Doctor Cu sonic follow Siu uf the Stage, 


the latter, in paſſing behind the Lay-fgure, puſhes it, and he 
Lanvirozp down . 


% Perdition catch thy arm, the chance is thine.” 


MISS CROTCHET. 
Heav'n's! my niece's Lay-figure is deſtroyed: 
H 


LANDLORDS 
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LANDLORD, [ Still on the ground. ] 
Which, Madam? for there are two of us lic here. 
MISS CROTCHET. 


How come you ave } I fear the man is hurt. 


LANDLORD. 
* Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you,” 
[gets up] egad, I'll make one _— them. 


CHRONIC 
By Hippocrates ! the crazy Landlord! he knows 
me, however. hs what 1 _y real name ? 


Won 


RON 
Is it ſo, raſcal, [ frikes the the LanDLonD, who runs to 


the corner of the flage, whips off his ſhoe, and falls on his 


#nees. 
LANDLORD. 
« Thieves ! Murder ! Thieves !” 


CHRONIC. 
you ſcrub-looking elf! Don't you know 
that I arrived not long ago, at your inn ? 


NIMBLE. 
So did I ? 
LANDLORD. 
Spare my life, — ” 
NIM 
Your round of beef is my v witneſs. 
* —_— — 
Ak! Brother Martin, , is it you? 


There, there, Madam! R 
the fellow to be his Brother Martin. 


Fellow ! [recollefling | himſelf ] Yes, I am a fellow. 


A Maſter of Arts; 


Tis the Black Arts then, | by the immortal cures 
I have made. 


NIMBLE. 
Mortal cures, you mean. 


CHRONIC. 


Fellow of the College of Phyficians. {Struts about] | 


— ec —— 


ed EEO 
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CHRONIC. 
Impoſtor ! 11] prove my pretenfions by the law 
of arms. | 


(oo > cove in a fencing poſture. 
Come on ! ' 


MISS CROTC 
O! they will commit — « on each other. 


LANDLOR1). 
« Put by 


this barbarous brawl.” | 

He that ſtirs next to carve forth his own rage,” 

« Holds his foul light. He dies upon bis motion.” 

er Da$SuLEv and Frost A arm in arm, Tan n 

FI 

Huzza! I ſee Mr. Daſhley has gained the thirty 

thouſand. The medical honours of my head ſhall 

therefore follow my wooden leg.—{ Throws away his 
wiz and ftick, then runs and tales Puls E by the hand. 

And here is my little prize in Love's Lottery. 


SHINKEN. 


Odds ſplutter ant nails! Prite, that is to be, 
you have not hat another tumple, have you? 


FLORELLA. 
No indeed ! 


SHINKEN. 
Then why ſhoult you make ſo free, I pray now, 
with the ſhentleman's arm ? 
DA3HLEY. 


Becauſe, Sir, it is pledged to be the lady's pro- 


tedlor for life. 
MISS CROTCHET. 
This is all arpego and crum-at-ties to me! 


FLORELLA. 

Remember, Sir, after the accident that befel me, 
vou was fo gallant to ſtay at the inn, and prefer a 
bumper of brandy to my company. 


DASHLEY., 
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| CROTCHET LODGE, 


| And affign this invaluable gem to me; tho an 
utter ſtranger. | 


mg Hall, near Penthanmaur. ) 

— SHINKEN. 

Hur will knock your prains out)—take notice, 
look you, that bur ton't care the falue of a leek 


* iss CROTCHET. 


If that's the cafe, Florella, I give you my free 
conſent. 
CHRONIC. 


And I mine ; for that Scape Goat, my nephew, 
is unworthy of you ; I have a great mind to alter 
my will, and cut him off with a bad ſhilling. 

NIMBLE. 

(And adopt me and Thiſbe. 

CHRONIC. 

Upon my word, Sir, conſidering you was going 
juſt now to run me through the body with your 
cane, I am much obliged to you. 


| DASHLEY. 
You ſhall ſhall have no occaſion, friend Nimble; 
for the Doctor s bounty. 
FLORELLA. 
And Thiſbe ſhall experience my proteQion. 
NIMBLT. 
Then Thiſbe and I will follow your example, 
and caſt anchor in the port of matrimonial happi- 
nels, ſhan't we, my girl? 


THISZ3E. 


